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1A CHARGE to keep I ha^e^ 
£\ A God to glorify ; 
S.M. A never-dying soul to save, 
And fit it for the sky ; 

2 To serve the present age. 

My calling to fulfil ; 
Oh, may it all my powers engage 
To do my Master's will ! 

3 Arm me with jealous care, 

As in Thy sight to live ; 
And oh. Thy servant, Lord, prepare 
A strict account to give. » 

4 Help me to watch and pray» 

And on Thyself rely ; 
Assured, if I my trust betray, 

I shall for ever die. WesUy. 

4) A BIDE with me, fast falls the eventide ; 
/W jt\. The darkness deepens : Lord, with me abide. 
lo's. When other helpers fail, and comforts flee, 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me ! 

2 Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day ; 
Earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away ; 
Change and decay in all around I see : 
O Thou who changest not, abide with me \ 

\ S I need Thy presence ev'ry passing hour ; 

/ What but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power ? 

Who hke Thyself my guide and stay can be ? 

Through doud and sunshine, Loid, abide with me I 
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4 I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless : 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness : 
Where is death's sting? where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if Thott abide with me. 

5 Reveal Thyself b^ore my closing eyes, 

Shine through the gloom, and point me to the skies ! 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee ; 
In life, in death, O Lord, abide with me ! LyU, 

3 A LL that I was, my sin, my guilt, 
/3L My death, was all my own : 
CM. All that I ami owe to Thee, 
My gracious God alone, 

2 The evil of my former state 

Was mine, and only mine ; 
The good in which I now rejoice 
Is Thine, and only Thine. 

3 The darkness of my former state, 

The bondage, —all was mine ; 
The light of life in which I walk. 
The liberty,— is Thine. 

4 Thy grace first made me feel my sin, 

And taught me to believe ; 
Then, in believing, peace I found. 
And now I live, I live. 

5 All that I am e'en here on earth. 

All that I hope to be — 
When Jesus comes, and glory dawns, 

I owe it, Lord, to Thee. I/. Bonar, 

A A LMIGHTY Maker of my frame, 
4: /3l Teach me the measure of my da3rs ; 
L.M, Teach me to know how frail I am. 

And spend the remnant to Thy praise. 

2 My days are shorter than a span ; 
A little point my life appears ; 
How frail at best is dying man 1 
How vain are all his hopes and fears I 
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3 Vain his ambition, noise, and show ; | 

Vain are the cares which rack his mind ; : 

He heaps up treasures mix*d with woe, j 

. And dies and leaves them all behind. ; 

4 O be a nobler portion mine ! 

My God I bow before Thy throne ; 
Eartn's fleeting treasures I resign, 
And fix my hopes on Thee ^one. Stede* 



5 A ND can it be that I should gain 
/3L An interest in the Saviours blood? 
6-8*5, Died He for me who caused His pain ? 
For me who Him to death pursued ? 
Amazing lovel how can it be 
That Thou, my God, shouldst die for me? 

2 'Tis mystery all ! Th' Immortal dies ! 

Who can explore His strange design ? 
In vain the first-bom seraph tries 

To sound the depths of Love divine I 
'Tis mercy all : let earth adore. 
Let angel-minds inquire no more. 

3 He left His Father's throne above ; 

(So free, so infinite His grace !) 
Emptied Himself of all but love, 

And bled for Adam's helpless race ; 
'Tis mercy all, immense and free, 
For, O my God, it found out me 1 Wesley. 

6 A WAKE, my soul, and with the sun, 
iV Thy daily stage of duty run ; 
L.M. Shake off dull sloth, and joyful rise 
To pay thy morning sacrifice. 

2 Redeem thy misspent moments past, 
And live this day as if the last ; 
Thy talents to improve take care ; 
For the great day thyself prepare. 
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Let all thy converse be sincere ; 

Thy conscience as the noon-day clear ; 

For God's all-seeing eye surveys 

Thy secret thoughts, thy works and ways. 

Wake and lift up thyself, my heart. 
And with the angels bear thy part, 
Who, all night long, unwearied sing 
High praises to th' Eternal King. Bp. 



Ken. 



7TI) EFORE Jehovah's awful throne, 
FJ Ye nations bow with sacred joy, 
L.M. Know that the Lord is God alone ; 
He can create, and He destroy. 

2 His sovereign power, without our aid. 
Made us of clay and formed us men ; 

And when like wandering sheep we strayed. 
He brought us to His fold again. 

3 We'll crowd Thy gates with thankful songs. 
High as the heavens our voices raise ; 

,And earth with her ten thousand tongues 
1 Shall fill Thy courts with sounding praise*. 

4 Wide as the world is Thy command j 
Vast as eternity Thy love ; 

Firm as a rock Thy truth shall stand. 
When rolling years shall cease to move. 



Watts, 



8*0 EGONE, unbelief ! my Saviour is near, 
J3 And for my relief will surely appear ; 
10. II. By prayer let me wrestle, and He will perform ; 
With Christ in the vessel, I smile at the storm. 

2 Though dark be the way, since He is my Guide, 
'Tis mine to obey, 'tis His to provide ; 
Though cisterns be broken, and creatures all fail, 
The word He has spoken shall surely prevail. 

3 Why should I complain of want or distress. 
Temptation or pain ? He told us no less : 
The heirs of; salvation, we know from His word. 
Through much tribulation must follow their Lord. 
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•4 Since all that I meet shall work for my good, 
The bitter is sweet, the med'cine is food ! 
Though painful at present, *twill cease before long. 
And Sien, oh, how pleasant the conqueror's song ! 

% Newton, 

9T> LESS, O Lord, the opening year, j 

fj To the souls assembled here ; " I 

7's. Clothe Thy word with power Divine, ! 

Make us willing to be Thine. i 

2 Shepherd of Thy blood-bought sheep, ! 
Teach the hardened soul to weep i \ 
Let the blind have eyes to see, 

See their sins, and look to Thee. 

3 Where Thou hast Thy work begun, 
Give new strength the race to run : 
Scatter darkness, doubts, and fears. 
Wipe away the mourner's tears. 

4 Bless us all, both old and young, 
Call forth praise from every tongue ; 
Let our whole assembly prove 

Thy power, Thy mercy, and Thy love. ' Newton, 

"I r\ T) REAB of the world, in mercy broken, 
.1. \j \_) Wine of the soul, in mercy shed, 
P.M. By Whom the words of life were spoken. 
And in Whose death our sins axe dead, 

2 Look on the heart by sorrow broken. 
Look on the tears by sinners shed. 
And be Thy feast to us the token 

That by Thy grace our souk are fed Bp^ Ikber, 

nT> RIEF life is here our portion, 
J3 Brief sorrow, short-lived care ; 
76. The life that knows no ending, 
The tearless hfe, is there, . 




ST, STEPHEN'S 



2 O happy retribution ! 

Short toil, eternal rest ; 
For mortals and for sinners 
' A mansion with the blest ! 

3 There grief is turned to pleasure, 

Such pleasure, as below 
No human voice can utter, 
No human heart can know. 

4 And now we fight the battle, 

But then shall wear the crown 
Of full and everlasting 
And passionless renown : 

5 And now we watch and struggle, 

And now we live in hope, 
And Sion in her anguish 
With Babylon must cope ; 

6 But He whom now we trust in 

Shall then be seen and known, 

And they that know and see Him 

Shall have Him for their own. 

7 O sweet and blessed country, 

The home of God's elect ! 

O sweet and blessed country. 

That eager hearts expect ! 

8 There, God our King and Portion, 

In fulness of His grace. 
We then shall see for ever, 
And worship face to face I 

Berftard (Neale^ Tr.) 

1 Q /^HRIST is coming ! let creation 
X /C V-^ From her groans and travail cease ; 
8,7,4, 7- Let the glorious proclamation 

Hope restore, and faith increase : 

Christ is C9ming ! 
Come, Thou blessed Prince of Peace. 
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2 Earth can now but tell the story 

Of Thy bitter cross and pain ; 
She shall yet behold Thy glory 
When Thou comest back to reign : 

Christ is coming ! 
Let each heart repeat the strain. 

3 Long thine exiles have been pining. 

Far from rest, and home, and Thee ; 
Soon, in heavenly glory shining, 
Their Restorer shall they see : 

Christ is coming ! 
Haste the joyous jubilee ! 

4 With that blessed hope before us, 

Let no harp remain unstrung ; 
Let the mighty advent chorus 
Onward roll in every tongue : 

Christ is coming ! 
Come, Lord Jesus, quickly come ! Macduff, 

1 Q /CHRISTIAN brethren, ere we part, 
JL O V^ Every voice and every heart 
7*5. One glad hymn to God should raise. 
One high song of grateful praise. 

2 Here we all may meet no more. 
But there is a happier shore ; 
There, released from toil and pain. 
Brethren, we shall meet again. 

3 Now to God, the Three in One, 
Be eternal glory done ; 

Raise, ye saints, the strain again, 

Gladly sound the loud Amen. B. Barton (?). 

1 A /^^HRISTIANS, awake, salute the happy mom 
X4: \^ Whereon the Saviour of the world was bom ; 
I0*s. Rise to adore the mystery of love, 

Which hosts of angels chanted from above : 
With them the joyful tidings first begun 
Of God Incarnate and the Virgin's Son, 
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2 Then to the watchful shepherds it was told. 
Who heard th' angelic herald's voice, " Behold 
I bring glad tidings of a Savionr's birth 
To you and all the nations upon earth ; 
This day hath God fulfilled His promised word. 
This day is bom a Saviour, Christ the Lord." 

3 He spake : and straightway the celestial choir 
In hynms of joy, unknown before, conspire ; I 
The praises of redeeming love they sang, 

And heaven's whole orb with hallelujahs rang ; | 

God's highest glory was their anthem still — I 

Peace upon earth, to sinful man good-will. i 

4 To Bethlehem straight the enlightened shepherds ran. 
To see the wonders God had wrought for man : 
Then to their flocks, still praising God, return. 

And their glad hearts with holy rapture bum : 

To all the jojrful tidings they proclaim. 

The first apostles of the Saviour's Name. Byrom. 



1 ft /^^OME, gracious Spirit ! heavenly Dove ! 

X. t) V With light and comfort from above : 

L.M. Be Thou our Guardian, Thou our Guide ; 
O'er every thought and step preside. 

2 The light of truth to us display, 

And make us know and love Thy way : 
Plant holy fear in every heart. 
That we from God may ne'er depart. 

3 Lead us to holiness — the road 

That we must take to dwell with God : 
Lead us to Christ — the living way. 
Nor let us from His guidance stray. 

4 Lead us to God— cur final rest. 
To be with Him for ever blest : 
Lead us to heaven, its bliss to share — 

^ Fulness (rf joy for erer there I Browne. 



PENNY HYMN BOOK, 



II 



1 ^ /"^OME, Holy Ghost, our hearts inspire, 
1 v) V^^ Let us Thine influence prove ; 
c. M. Source of the old prophetic fire, 
Fountain of light and love. 

2 Come, Holy Ghost, for moved by Thee 

The prophets wrote and spoke ; 
Unlock the truth, Thyself the Key, 
Unseal the sacred book. 

3 Expand Thy wings, celestial Dove, 

Brood o'er our nature's night : 
On our disordered spirits move, 
And let there now be hght. 

4 God through Himself we then shall know, 

If Thou within us shine ; 
And sound with all Thy saints helow. 
The depths of love divine. C. Wesley, 

1 ]^ /^^OME, let us join our cheerful songs 

X f V With angels round the throne ; 

CM. Ten thousand thousand are their tongues. 
But all their joys are one. 

2 ** Worthy the Lamb that died," they cry, 

"To be exalted thus;" 
** Worthy the Lamb," our lips reply, 
** For He was slain for us. 

3 Jesus is worthy to receive 

Honour and power divine ; 
And blessings more than we can give, 
Be, Lord, for ever Thine. 

4 Let all that dwell above the sky, 

And air, and earth, and seas. 
Conspire to lift Thy glories high. 
And speak Thine endless praise. 

5 The whole creation join in one, . 

To bless the sacred name 
Of Him that sits upon the throne, 
And to adore the Lamb. Watt^, 
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1 Q /^^OME, let us join our friends above, 
X O V^ Who have obtained the prize, 
CM. And on the eagle wings of love 
To joys celestial rise. 

2 Let saints below in concert sing 

With thosev to glory gone ; 
For all the sei-vants of our King, 
In heaven and earth, are one. 

3 One family, we dwell in Him, 

One Churcn above, beneath ; 
Though now divided by the stream, 
The narrow stream of death. 

4 One army of the living God, 

To His command we bow ; 
Part of the host have crossed the flood, 
And part are crossing now. 

5 Lord Jesus, be our constant guide ; 

Then, when the word is given. 
Bid Jordan's narrow stream divide, 
And land us safe in heaven ! Wesley, 

1 Q /^^OME, my Way, my Truth, my Life ! • 
JL t/ V^ Such a Way, as gives us breath; 
7's. Such a Truth, as ends all strife ; 
Such a Life, as killeth death. 

2 Come, my Light, my Feast, my Strength ! 

Such a Light, as shows a feast ; 
Such a Feast, as mends in length ; 
Such a Strength, as makes his guest. 

3 Come, my Joy, my Love, my Heart ! 

Such a Joy, as none can move ; 
Such a Love, as none can part ; 
Such a Heart, as joys in love. George Herbert, 

^r\ /^^OME, Thou Fount of every blessing, 

^ vJ V Tune my heart to sing Thy grace : 

8.7. Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
Call for songs of loudest praise. 
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Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wandering from the fold of God ; 
He, to save my soul from danger. 

Interposed His precious blood. 

2 Oh, to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I'm constrained to be ! 
Let that grace, Lord, like a fetter. 

Bind my wandering heart to Thee. 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it ; 

Prone to leave the God I love ; 
Here's my heart, Lord, take and seal it, 

Seal it from Thy courts above. Robinson, 

Q\ 1 T^EAR Refuge of my weary soul, 
/^X JL/ On Thee, when sorrows rise, 
CM. On Thee, when waves of trouble roll. 
My fainting hope relies. 

3 To Thee I tell each rising grief. 
For Thou alone canst heal ; 
Thy word can bring a sweet relief 
For every pain I feeL 

3 But, oh, when gloomy doubts prevail, 

I fear to call Thee mme ! 
The springs of comfort seem to fail, 
And all my hopes decline. 

4 And still the ear of sovereign grace 

Attends the mourner's prayer ; 
Oh, may I ever find access 
To breathe my sorrows there ! 

5 Thy mercy-seat is opefl still : 

There let my soul retreat ; 
With humble hope attend Thy will. 
And wait beneath Thy feet. Steele. 

Qf\ T? RE another Sabbath dose, 
/^^ XJ^ Ere again we seek repose, 
7*8. Lord, our song ascends to Thee, 
At ITiy feet we bow the knee \ 
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2 For the mercies of the day. 
For this rest upon our "way. 
Thanks to Thee alone be given. 
Lord of earth and King of Heaven i 

3 Cold our services have been, 
Mingled every prayer with sin : 
But Thou canst and wilt foigive ; 
By Thy grace alone we Uve. 

4 While this thorny path we tread, 
May Thy love our footsteps lead ! 
When our journey here is past. 
May we rest with Thee at lastl 

5 Let these earthly Sabbaths prove 
Foretastes of our joys above ; 
While their steps Thy children bend 

To the rest which knows no end ! Toplady, 

C\ Q XT''^^ ^^^'^ ^y heavenly home, 
^O Jl Far from my Father's bre»t, 
S,M. Fainting I cry, Blest Spirit, come, 
And speed me to my rest ! 

2 My spirit homeward turns, 

And fain would thither flee. 
My heart, O Zion, droops and yearns, 
When I remember Thee. 

3 To Thee, to Thee, I press, 

A dark and toilsome road ; 
When shall I pass the wilderness. 
And reach the saints' abode ? 

4 God of my life, be near ! 

On Thee my hopes I cast. 
Oh, guide me through the desert here^ 
And bring me home at last ! Lyk, 

C)A T^ATHER, whatever of earthly bliss 
/^rt r Thy sov'reign will denies, 
. C M. Accepted at Thy throne of grace 
Let this petition rise : 
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2 Give me a jcalm, a thankM heart. 

From ev*ry murmur free ; 
The blessings of Thy grace impart. 
And make me live to Thee. 

3 Let the sweet hope that Thou art mine, - 

My life and death attend, 
Thy presence through my journey, shine. 
And crown my journey's end. Steele, 

O K. T7^^ ^ '^y %vbdXs,, O Lord, 
4jO 1/ Who strove in Thee to live, 
S.M. Who followed Thee, obeyed, adored. 
Our grateful hymn receive, 
2 For all Thy smnts,. O Lord, 
Accept pur thankM cry. 
Who counted Thee their great reward. 
And strove in Thee to die. 
5 They all, in life and death, 

With Thee, their Lord, in view, 
Leam*d from Thy Holy Spirit's breath 
To suffer and to do. 

4 For this Thy name we bles^ 

And humbly pray that we 
May follow them in holiness^ 
And live and die in Thee. Bp. Mant. 
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;*0R ever with the Lord f 
_ Ameq, so let it be : 
s.M. Life from the dead is in that word, 
And immortality. 
Here in the body pent, 

AbseCit from Him I roam ; 
Yet nightly pitch my moving tent 

A day's march nearer home. 
My Father's house on high ! 

Home- of my soul ! how near 
At times, to faith's illumined eye. 
Thy golden gates appear ! 




i6 ST. STEPHEN'S 

4 My thirsty spirit faints 

To readi the land I love, 
The bright inheritance of saint% 
Jerus^em above. 

5 "Knowing as I am known !" 

How shall I love that word ! 
And oft repeat before the throne, 

" For ever with the Lord !" Montgomery, 

Qiy T70UNTAIN of mercy, God of love, 
^ 9 r How rich Thy bounties are ! 
CM. The rolling seasons, as they move, 
Proclaim Thy constant care. 

2 When in the bosom of the earth 

The sower hid the grain. 
Thy goodness marked its secret birth. 
And sent the early rain. 

3 The! spring's sweet influence, Lord, was Thine^ 

The plants in beauty grew ; 
Thou gav'st the summer suns to shine. 
The mild refreshing dew. 

4 These various mercies from above 

Matured the swelling grain ; 
A kindly harvest crowns Thy love, 
And plenty fills the plain. 

5 We own and bless Thy gracious sway ; 

Thy hand all nature Imils ; 
Seed-time nor harvest, night nor day. 
Summer nor winter, faus. ' FUmerdao. 

QQ T7R0M all that dwell below the skies, 
fiyj X/ Let the Creator's praise aris6 \ 
L.M. Let the Redeemer's name be sung 
Through ev'ry land, by ev'ry tongue. 
2 Eternal are "Hiy mercies, Lord, 
Eternal truth attends Thy word ; 
Thy praise shall sound from shore to shore, 
Till Sims shall rise and set no more. Wails* 
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ROM ev*ry stormy wind that blows. 
From ev'ry swelling tide of woes, 
M. There is a calm, a sure retreat, 
'Tis found beside the Mercy-seat. 

2 There is a place where Jesus sheds 
The oil of gladness onr our heads : 

A place than all beside more sweet, — 
It is the blood-stained Mercy-seat. 

3 There is a spot where spirits blend, 
"Where friend holds fellowship with friend, 

- Though sundered far, — ^by faith they mee^ 
Aroimd one common Mercy-seat 

4 Ah ! whither could we flee for aid, 
When tempted, desolate, dismayed — 
Or how the hosts of hell defeat; 
Had suffering saints no Mercy-seat ? 

5 There, there^ on eagle-wings we soar, 
And time and sense seem all no more. 
And Heaven comes down- our souls to greet, 
And glory crowns the Mercy-seat. Rev, H, SUnodL 

Q/\ TTROM Greenland's icy mountains, 
OvJ X"^ From India's coral strand, 
7.6. Where Afric's sunny fountains 
Roll down their golden sand : 
From many an ancient river. 
From many a palmy plain, 
' They call us to deliver 

Their land from error's chain. 

2 What though the spicy breezes 

Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle, 
Though every prospect pleases, 

And only man is vile ; 
In vain, with lavish kindness. 

The gifts of God are strown ; 
The heathen, in their blindness. 

Bow down to wood and stone. 
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3 Shall we, whose souls are lighted 

By wisdom from on high — 
Shall we to man benighted, 

The lamp of life deny ? 
Salvation, oh, salvation ! 

The joyful sound proclaim. 
Till each remotest nation 

Has learnt Messiah's name. 

4 Waft, waft, ye winds, his story ; 

And you, ye waters, roll ; 
Till, like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to pole : 
Till o er our ransomed nature. 

The Lamb for sinners slain, 
Redeemer, King, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign, Bp. Hdfer, 

Q 1 (^ LORY to Thee, my God, this night, 
OX Vjf For all the blessings o^the light; 
I,M. Keepme, oh keep me. King of kings, 
Beneath Thine own almighty wings ! 

2 Forgive me, Lord, for Thy dear Son, 
The ills that I this day have done : 
That with the world, myself, and Thee, 
I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

3 Teach me to live, that I may dread 
The grave as little as my bed ; 
Teach me to die, that so I may 
Rise glorious at the awful day. 

4 Oh, may my soul on Thee repose ! 
And may sweet sleep mine eyelids close ; 
Sleep that may me more vigorous make. 
To serve my God when I awake. 

5 If in the night I sleepless lie. 

My soul with heavenly thoughts supply \ 
Let no ill dreams disturb my rest. 
No powers of darkness me molest. 

6 Praise God from whom,. &c. Bp, Ken. 
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O O {~^ ^» when die morning shinetb, 
O f^ \JJ Go, when the moon is bright, 
■p. M. Go, when the eve dedineth, 
Go, in the hush of night ; 

2 Go, with pure mind and feeling) 

Fling earthly thought away. 
And, in thy chamber kneelii^ 
Do thou in secret pray. 

3 Remember all who love thee, 

All who are loved by thee : 
Pray, too, for those who hate thce^ 
If any such there be. 

4 Then, for thyself, in meekness, 

A blessing humbly claim, 
For strength to aid thy weakness. 
In thy Redeemer's name. 

5 Through Him, thy secret breathing 

Shall reach the realms above, 
As sacred incense wreathing, 
Where all is truth and love. Folley, 

Q Q /^^ REAT Shepherd of the sheep, 
O O V-J Look down on those, we pray, 
S.M. Whom Thou hast set Thy flock to keep, 
And guide them in Thy way. 

2 The pastors of our land 

With light aiid grace fulfil — 
With light Thy word to understand. 
With grace to do Thy will 

3 Spirit of might ! support 

Their work with large success ; 
To every soul which Christ hath bought, 
Their ministration bless. J, G» Fleet, 

Q A (^^ OD moves in a mysterious way 
04t V-J His wonders to perform; 
C.M. He plants His footsteps in the sea. 
And rides upon the storm. 
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2 Deep in unfathomable mines 

Of never- failing skill, 
He treasures up His bright designs. 
And works His sovereign wilL 

3 Ye fearful saints, fresh courage take, 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 
In blessings on your head. 

4 Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust Him for His grace j 
Behind a frowning providence 
He hides a smiling face. 

5 His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour : 
The bud may have a bitter taste. 
But sweet will be the flower. 

6 Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan His work in vain : 
God is His own interpreter. 
And He will make it plain. Ccrufper, 

Q K TT ARK ! the herald angels sing, 
O eJ XJ. Glory to the new-bom King, 
D.7*s. Peace on earth and mercy mild, 

God and sinners reconciled. 

Joyful, all ye nations, rise. 

Join the triumph of the skies, 

with th* angelic host proclaim, 

Christ is bom in Bethlehem. 

2 Christ, by highest heaven adored, 
Christ, the everlasting Lord, 
Late in time behold Him come. 
Offspring of a virgin's womb : 
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see. 
Hail th' incarnate Deity ; 
Pleased as Man with men to dwell — 
Jesus our ImmanueL 
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3 Hail the heav*n-bom Prince of Peace ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness ! 
Light and life to all He brings, 
Risen with healing in His wings. 
Mild He lays His glory by, 
• Bom that man no more may die : 
Bom to raise the sons of earth. 
Bom to give them second birth. Doddr, , Pr, Bk, 

[> r^ TT ARK ! the voice of love and mercy 
30 XJ. Sounds aloud from Calvary; 
1.7.4. See ! it rends the rocks asunder, 

Shakes the earth and veils the sky. 
" It is finished !" 

Hear the dying Saviour cry. 

2 " It is finished !" Oh, what pleasure 

Do the wondrous words afford ! 
Heavenly blessings without measure 
Flow to us through Christ the Lord. 

** It is finished !" 
Saints, the dying words record. 

3 Tune your harps anew, ye seraphs ; 

Strike them to Immanuel's name ; 
All on earth and all in heaven 
Join the triumph to proclaim. 

" It is finished !" 
Glory to the bleeding Lamb. Evans, 

Q»y TT OLY, holy, holy ! Lord God Almighty ! 
Of XJ. Earlyin the morning our songshall rise to Thee,. 
P.M. Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty, 
God in Three Persons, Blessed Trinity I 

2 Holy, holy, holy ! all the saints adore Thee, 

Casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea; 
Cherubim and seraphim faUing down before Thee, 
Which wert, and art, and evermore shalt be ! 

3 Holv, holy, holy ! tho* the darkness hide Thee, 
Tho' the eye of sinful man Thy glory may not see, 
Only Thou art holy ! there is none beside Thee 
Perfect in power, in love, and purity ! 
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4 Holy, holy, holy ! Lord God Almighty I [aiid 

All Thy works shall praise Thy name, in earth, and 
Holy, holy, holy ! merciful and mighty ! 
God m Three Persons, Blessed Trinity ! Bp. B 

Q Q T T OW sweet the name <rf Jesus sounds 
O O JnL In a believer's ear ! 
CM. It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds. 
And drives away his fear. 

2 It makes the wounded spirit whole. 

And calms the troubled breast ;« 
'Tis manna to the hungry soul. 
And to the weary, rest 

3 Dear Name ! the rock on which I build. 

My shield and hiding-place ; 
My never-failing treasury, fill'd 
With boundless stores of grace. 

4 Jesus ! my Saviour, Shepherd, Friend, 

My Prophet, Priest, and King, 
My Lordj my Life, my Way, my End, 
Accept the praise I bring. 

5 Weak is the effort of my heart, 

And cold my warmest thought ; 
But when I see Thee as Thou art 
I'll praise Thee as I ought. Newton 

QQ T HEARD the voice of Jesus say, 
O t/ i ** Come unto me and rest ; 
P. CM. Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 
Thy head upon My breast." 
I came to Jesus as I was. 

Weary, and worn, and sad, 

I found in Him a resting-place, 

And He has made me glad. 

2 I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
" Behold, I freely give*" 
The living water, — thirsty one, 
Stoop down, and drink, and live." 
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I came to Jesus aind I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quenched, my soul revived^ 

And now I live in him. 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

'* I am this dark world's Light ; 
Look unto Me, thy mom shall rise, 

And all thy day be bright." 
I looked to Jesus and I found 

In Him, my Star, my Sun 5 
And in that light of life I'll walk, 

Till travelling days are done. Dr, H. Bonar. 



A C\ T 'M but a stranger here, 
41: ij X Heaven is my home ! 
P.M. Earth is a desert drear, 
Heaven is my home I 
Banger and sorrow stand 
Round me on every handi, 
Heaven is my father-land, 
Heaven is my home ! 

2 What though the tempest rage ? 

Heaven is my .home ! 
Short is my pilgrimage. 

Heaven is my home ! 
Time's wild and wintry blast 
Soon will be overpast ; 
I shall reach home nt Irt^L 

Heaven is my home I 

3 Therefore I murmur 110 L, 

Heaven is my home ! 
"Whate'er my earthly lot. 

Heaven is my home \ 
And I shall surely st^tid, 
There at my LonTs right. hand ; 
Heaven is my father-Uud, 

Heaven is my home \ T^hf* 
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A 1 TN the hour of trial, ', 

rtJL X Jesus pray for me • ! 

6.5. Lest by base denial, I 

I depart from Thee r 
When thou see'st me waver. 

With a look recall, 
Nor for fear or favour, 
Suifer me to fall. 

2 With its witching pleasures. 

Would this vain world charm. 
Or, its sordid treasures 

Spread, to work me harm ; 
Bring to my remembrance, 
' Sad Gethsemane, 
Or, in darker semblance, 

Cross-crowned Calvary. 

3 If with sore affliction. 

Thou in love chastise, 
Pour Thy benediction, 

On the sacrifice ; 
Then upon Thine altar. 

Freely offered up. 
Though the flesh may falter 

Faith shall drink the cup. 

4 When in dust and ashes 

To the grave I sink, 
While heaven's glory flashes, . 

O'er the shelving brink ; 
On Thy truth relying, 

Through that mortal strife, 
Lord, receive me, dying, 

To eternal life. y, MontgonuTj 
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ERUSALEM, my happy home ! 

Name ever dear to me ! 
When shall my labours have an end, 
In joy, and peace, and thee? 
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2 When shall these eyes thy glorious walls 

And gates of pearl behold? 
Thy bulwarks with salvation strong, 
And streets of purest gold ? 

3 Oh ! when, thou city of my God, 

Shall I thy courts ascend, 
"Where congregations ne'er break up, 
And Sabbaths have no end ? 

4 Apostles, martyrs, prophets there. 

Around my Saviour stand ; 
And soon my friends in Christ below, 
Will join the glorious band. 

5 Jerusalem, my happy home ! 

My soul still pants for thee : 
Then shall my labours have an end, 

When I thy joys shall see. • Anon, 

^ Q T ERUSALEM, the golden ! 
4tO J With milk and honey blest; 
7.6. Beneath thy contemplation 

Sink heart and voice oppressed : 
I know not, O I know not, 
N What joys await us there. 

What radiancy of glory, 
What bliss beyond compare I 

2 They stand, those halls of Sion, 

All jubilant with song, 
And bright with many an angel. 

And all the martyr throng : 
The Prince is ever in them, 

The daylight is serene ; 
The pastures of the blessed 

Are decked in glorious sheen. 

3 There is the throne of David ; 
And there, from care released, 
The song of them that triumph, 
The shout of them that feast ; 
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And they who, with their Leader 

Have conquered m the fight. 
For ever and for ever, 

Are clad in robes of white I 
4 O sweet and blessed country, 

Shall I ever see thy face? 
O sweet and blessed country, 

Shall I ever win thy grace ? 
Exult, O dust and ashes. 

The Lord shall be thy part ; 
His only, His for ever, 

Thou shalt be, and thou art ! 

Bernard {]\reale^ Tr.) 

A A JESUS CHRIST is risen to-day, Hallelujah.' 
tt^b I Our triumphant holy day ; Hallelujah .' 
7's. Who did once upon the cross Hallelujah \ 
Suffer to redeem our loss. HaUelujah I 

2 Hymns of praise then let us sing 
Unto Christ our heavenly King ; 
"VVho endured the cross and grave. 
Sinners to redeem and save. Hallelujah J 

3 But the pains which He endured 
Our salvation have procured ; 
Now above the sky He's King, 
Where the angels ever sing. Hallelujah ! 

^ Prayer Book, 

AJ\ T ESUS lives, no longer now 
riitJ J Can thy terrors, Death, appal us ; 
7.8. Jesus lives : and this we know, [Alleluia! 

Thou, O Grave, canst not enthral us. 

2 Jesus lives : for us He died : 

Then, alone to Jesus living. 
Pure in heart may we abide, 

Glory to our Saviour giving. Alleluia ! 

3 Jesui lites : these hearts of ours 

From His love no time shall sever: 
Life, nor death, nor hellish powers 
Part us from His keeping ever. Allelui* ! 
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4 Jesus lives : to Him the throne 

High o'er all the world is given : 
May we go where He is gone, 

!Rest and reign with Him in heaYtn. AUelua I 



A£\\ ESUS, lover of my soul, 
41: \J \ Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
D. 7'k. While the nearer waters roll, 

While the tempest still is high ! 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 

Till the storm of life be past j 
Safe into the haven guide, 

receive my soul at last i 

2 Other refuge have I none ; 

Hangs my helpless soul on Thee : 
Leave; ah \ leave me not alone ; 

Still support and comfort me ! 
• All my trust on. Thee is stayed ; 

All my help from Thee I bring ; 
Cov^r my defenceless head 

With the shadow of Thy wing ! 

3 Thou, O Christ, art all I want ; . 

More than all in Thee I find ; 
Raise the fellen, cheer the faint. 

Heal the sick, and lead the blind ! 
Just and holy is Thy name ; 

1 am all unrighteonsness : 
False and full of sin I am ; 

Thou art full of truth and graoe ! 

4 Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 

Grace to cover all my sin ; 
Let the liealing streams abound. 

Make and keep me pure within ! 
Thou of life the fountain art ; 

Freely let me take of Thee I 
Spring Thou up within my heart \ 

Rise to all eternity I Wml^^ 
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i IfV T ESUS, the very thought of Thee 
41: I I With sweetness fills the breast ; 
g.M. But sweeter far Thy face to see. 
And in Thy presence rest 

2 Tongue never spake, ear never heard, 

Never from heart o'erflowed 
A dearer name, a sweeter word. 
Than Jesus, Son of God. 

3 O, hope of every contrite heart ! 

To penitents how kind ! 
To those who seek, how good Thou art, — 
But what to those who find ? 

4 Ah ! this no tongue can utter ; this 

No mortal page can show ; 
The love of Jesus, what it is, 
None but His loved ones know. 

5 Jesus, our only joy be Thou, 

As Thou our prize wilt be ; 
Jesus, be Thou our glory now, 

And through eternity ! S.P, C,K, Coll. 

J Q T ESUS, Thy blood and righteousness 

4t O I My beauty are, my glorious dress ; 

L. M. Midst flaming worlds in these arrayed, 

With joy shall I lift up my head. 

2 Bold shall I stand in Thy great day ; 
For who aught to my charge shall lay ? 
Fully absolved through these I am, 
From sin^ and fear, and guilt, and shame. 

3 When from the dust of death I rise 
To take my mansion in the skies, 
E'en then shall this be all my plea, 
Jesus hath lived and' died for me. 

4 This spotless robe the same appears 
When ruin*d nature sinks in years ; 
No age can change its lovely hue- 
Its glory is for ever new. 
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O let the dead now hear Thy voice ! 

Bid, Lord, Thy banished ones rejoice ; 

Their beauty this, their glorious dress, 

Jesus, ** the Lord our righteousness ! " Wesley, 
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U ST as I am — ^without one plea, 

But that Thy blood was shed for me — 
And that Thou bid'st me come to Thee — 
O Lamb of God, I come. 

2 Just as I am — and waiting not 
To rid my soul of o;ie dark blot ! 

To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, 
•'O Lamb of God, I come. 

3 Just as I am, though tossed about 
With many a conflict, many a doubt. 
Fightings within, and fears without — 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

4 Just as I am — Thou wilt receive — 

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve, — 
Because Thy promise I believe, 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

5 Just as I am — Thy love unknown, 

Has broken every barrier down ; ' 

Now to be Thine — ^yea, Thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come. 

ElliiOL 

p^/\ T AMB of God, whose dying love 
fjyj I V Thus Thy saints recall to mind ; 
7's. Hear us, bless us, from above ; 
Let us all Thy mercy find. 

2 Let Thy blood, to us applied, 

Every sinner's pardon seal j 
AH in Thee be justified, 

Every soul Thy comfort feeL 

3 By Thine agony of pain. 

By Thy precious blood we pray. 
Cleanse our hearts from every stain ; 
Take our load of guilt away. 
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4 Burst our bonds and set us free ; 
Bid our fear and sorrow cease ; 
Oh^ remember Calvary I 

Saviour ! bid us go in peace. Wtdty (alterd). 

^ 1 T E AD, Saviour, lead, amid the encirclii^ ^oom. 

tj JL J 4 Lead Thou me on ; 

p. M. The night is dark, and I am far from home, 
Lead Thou me on. 
Keep Thou my feet, I do not ask to see 
The distant scene — one step's enough for me. 

2 I was not ever thus, nor prayed that Thou 

Shouldst lead me on ; 
I loved to choose and see my path, but now 

Lead Thou me on. 
I loved the glare of day, and, spite of fears. 
Pride ruled my will ; remember not past years. 

3 So long Thy power hath blest me — sure it still 

Win lead me on, 
O'er dale and hill, through stream and torrent, till 

The night is gone, 
And with the morn those angel-faces smile. 
Which I have loved long since and lost awhile. 
Dr, y. If. Newnian, 

p^ Q T EAD us, heavenly Father ! lead us 

eJ /W Jl / O'er the world's tempestuous sea ; 

8.7.4. Guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us, 
For we have no help but Thee; 
Yet possessing 
Every blessing, 
1 f our God our Father be. 
2 Saviour ! breathe forgiveness o'er us : 
AU our weakness Thou dost know ; 
Thou didst tread this earth before us ; /' 

Thou didst feel its keenest woe ; 
Lone and dreary, 
Faint and weary. 
Through the desert Thou didst go. 
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3 Spirit of our God ! descending, 

Fill our hearts with heavenly joy. 
Love with every passion blending, 
Pleasure that can never cloy \ 
Thus provided. 
Pardoned, guided. 
Nothing can our peace destroy. Edmesion, 

^ O T ET us with a gladsome mind, 

? I O J 4 Praise the Lord,, for He is kind ; 

f%. For His mercies shall endure, 

\ Ever faithful, ever sure. 

2 He His chosen race did bless. 

In the wasteful wilderness: For His, &c. 

3 All things living He doth feed, 

His full hand supplies their need : For His, &c 

4 He hath, with a piteous eye, 

Looked upon our misery : For His, &c. 

5 Let us, then, with gladsome mind. 

Praise the Lord, for He is kind : For His, &a 

MiltoHs 

^A T O ! He comes with clouds descending, 
^ 41: 1 y Once for favoured sinners slain ; 
8.7.4. Thousand thousand saints attending. 
Swell the triumph of His train : 
Hallelujah ! Jesus now shall ever reign f 

2 Every eye shail now behold Him, 

Robed in dreadful majesty ; 
They who set at nought and sold Him, 

Pierced and nailed Him to the tree, 
Deeply wailing, shall the true Messiah see 1 

3 Now redemption, long expected, • 

See, in solemn pomp appear ! 
All His saints, by man rejected, 

Rise to meet Him in the air : 
Hallelujah I see the Son of God appear ! 
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4 Yea, Amen ! let all adore Thee, 
High on Thine eternal throne ; 
Saviour, take the power and glory, 

Claim the kingdoms for Thine own : fc 

Hallelujath ! oh. come quickly ! Come, Lord, eomel • ^ 
Wesley and Madan, \ 

KKT ORD, dismiss us with Thy blessing ; j 

*t) t) 1 / Fill our hearts with joy and peace ; 

8.7.4. Let us all Thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace : 

O refresh us, ^ , 

Trav'lling through this wilderness, 
2 Thanks we give and adoration, 
For Thy gospel's joyful sound ; 
May the fruits of Thy salvation 4 

In our hearts and lives abound : I 

May Thy presence " 

With us ever more be found. Burder, 1 \ 

KCi'X ORD, I hear that showers of blessing, } 

tJ \J J / Thou art scatt'ring full and free — 1 

8. 7's. Showers, the thirsty land refreshing ; ' 

Let some droppings fall on me, — 

Even me, 

2 Pass me not, O God our Father ! 

Sinful though my heart may be ; 
Thou mightst leave me, but tiie rather 
Let Thy mercy light on me, — 

Even me, 

3 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour ! 

Let me live and cling to Thee ; 
I am longing for thy favour : 
Whilst Thou*rt calling, oh, call me, — 
Even me, 

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit ! 

Thou canst make the blind to see ; 
Witnesser of Jesu's merit, 

Speak some word of power to me, — 
Even me. 
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5 Love of God, so pure and. changeless ; 

Blood of Christ, so rich, so free ; 
Grace of God, so strong and boundless — 
Magnify it all in me, — 

Even me, 

6 Pass me not — Thy lost one bringing, 

Bind my heart, O Lord, to Thee ; 
Whilst the streams of life are springing, 
Blessing others, O bless me, — 

Even me, 

p^iy T ORD, look on all assembled here, 
fj I I V Who in Thy presence stand, 
CM. To offer up united prayer 
For this our sinful land. 

2 Great God of hosts, deliverance bring, 

. Guide those who rule the helm. 
Support the State, preserve the Queen, 
And spare this guilty realm. 

3 But should the dread decree be past, 

That we must feel Thy rod, 
May steadfast faith still hold us fast. 
To our offended God. 

4 Whatever be our destined case, 

Accept us in Thy Son ! 
Give us Thy gospel and Thy grace. 

And then Thy will be done. Bickersteth's ColL 

p^ Q T ORD of mercy and of might ! ; 
O O 1_^ Of mankind the Life and Light ! 
7. 7' 7' 5' Maker, Teacher infinite ! 

Jesus, hear and save ! 

2 Who, when sin's tremendous doom 
Gave creation to the tomb, 

Didst not scorn the Virgin's womb, 
Jesus, hear and save ! 

3 Strong Creator ! Saviour mild ! 
Humbled to a mortal Child ! 
Captive, beaten, bound, reviled, 

Jesus, hear and save ! 
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4 Throned above celestial things^ 
Borne aloft on angels' wings, 
Lord of lords, and King of kings, 

Jesus, hear and save I 

5 Soon to come to earth again, 
Judge of angels and of men 1 
Hear us now and hear us then ! 

Jesus, hear and save I Bp» HAff* 

^C\ IV /T AY the grace of Christ our Saviour, 
0\j iVl And the Father's boundless love, 
7's. With the Holy Spirit's favour, 
Rest upon us from above. 
Thus may we abide in union 

With each other and the Lord, 
And possess in sweet communion 
Joys which earth cannot afford. NaxfUm* 

iKC\ \l\^ ^^^ and is Thy table spread? 
\J\J iVl And does Thy cup with love o*crflow ? 
L. M. Thither be all Thy children led. 

And let them all its sweetness know. 
2 Hail, sacred feast, which Jesus makes 1 * 
Rich banquet of His flesh and blood ! 
Thrice happy he who here partakes 
That sacred stream, that heavenly food ! 
'3 Oh, let Thy table honoured be, 

And furnished well with joyful guests ; 
And may each soul salvation see 
That here its. sacred pledges tastes. 

4 Revive our drooping spirits. Lord, 

Bid all our dying graces live, 
And tiK>re, that eneigy afford 
A Saviour's blood alone can give. 

5 Let crowds approach with hearts prepared. 

And round Thy holy table bend ; 
Nor, when we leave our Master's board, 
The pleasure or the profit end. Doddridge. 



PENNY HYMN. BOOK. 



35 



61 M 



' Y God, my Father, while I stray 

Far from my home, in Kfe*s rough way, 

8,8.8.4. ^\ teach me from my heart to say, 
**TJiy wiUbedone!" 
3 If Thou shouldst call me to xesign 
What most I prize — it ne'er was mine ; 
I only yield Thee what was Thine : 

" Thy will be done I" 

3 Should pining sickness waste away 
My life in premature decay, 

My Father, still I strive to say, 

"Thy will be done!" 

4 If but my fainting heart be blest • 

' "With Thy sweet Spirit for its Guest, 
My God, to Thee. I leave the rest: 

"Thy wUl be done !" 

5 Renew my will from day t6 day, 
Blend it vnth Thine, and take away 
All that now makes it hard to say, 

"Thy will be done!" 

6 Then, wheij on earth I breathe no mor(t 
The prayer, oft mixed with tears before, 
I'll sing, upon a happier shore, 

" Thy win be dbne J " Etliott. 
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MY tmies are in Thy hand :" 
My God ! I vrish them there ; 
My life, my friends,- my soul, I leave 
Entirely to Thy care. 
; " My times are in Thy hand," 
Whatever they may be. 
Pleasing or painful, dark or bright, 
As best may seem to Thee. 
, " My times are in Thy hand," 

Why should I doubt or fear ? 
My Father's hand will never cause 
His child a needless tear. 
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4 "My times are in Thy hand," 

Jesus the crucified ! 
The hand my cruel sins had pierced 
Is now my guard sgid guide. 

5 ** My times are in Thy hand," 

rU dways trust in Thee ; 
And after death, at Thy right hand 
I shall for ever be. Edmestm, 

nc\ X TEARER, my God, to Thee— nearer to Thee! 
OO IN E'en though it be a cross that raiseth me ; 
P.M. Still all my song shall be. Nearer, my God, to Thee— 
Nearer to Thee. 

2 Though like a wanderer, the sun gone down. 
Darkness comes over me, my rest a stone ; 

Yet in my dreams I'll be, Nearer, my God, to Thee — 
Nearer to Thee. 

3 Then let the way appear steps up tp heaven ; 
All that Thou sendest me, in mercy given ; 
Angels to beckon me, Nearer, my God, to Thee — 

Nearer to Thee. 

4 And when on joyful wing, cleaving the sky ; 
Sun, moon, and stars forgot, upwards I fly; 

Still all my song shall be. Nearer, my God, to Thee — 
Nearer to Thee. S. F. Adams. 

C^ A "XT EW every morning is the love, 
lJ4t 1\| Our wakening and uprising prove ; 
L.M. Through sleep and darkness safely brought, 
Restored to life, and power, and thought. 

2 New mercies, each returning day. 
Hover around us while we pray ; 
New perils past, new. sins forgiven, 

New thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

3 The trivial round, the common task, 
Will furnish all we need to ask, 
Room to deny ourselves, a road 
To bring us daily nearer God. 
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4 'Only, O Lord, in Thy dear love, 
Fit us for perfect rest above ; 
And help us this, and every day. 
To live more nearly as .we pray. Keble. 

r^ ^ r\ FOR a heart to praise my God, 
XjfJ \J A heart from sin set free, 
C.M. A heart that's sprinkled with thc^ blood 
So freely shed for me ! 

2 A heart resigned, submissive, meek, 

My great Redeemer's throne, 
Where only Christ is heard to speak, 
Where Jesus reigns alone. 

3 A humble, lowly, contrite heart. 

Believing, true, and clean ! 
Which neither life nor death can part 
From Him that dwells within. 

4 A heart in every thought renewed, 

And filled with love divine. 
Perfect, and right, and pure, and good, 
A copy. Lord, of Thine. 

5 Thy nature, gracious Lord, impart ;. 

Come quickly from above ; 
Write Thy new name upon my heart, 
Thy new best name of Love. C. Wesley. 

C^C^ /^H! for a sweet seraphic voice 
00 V-y To sing my Saviour's praise, 
CM. To show His goodness and His love. 
And all His bounteous grace. 

2 I'd sound His praise to heavenly heights, 

And tell th' angelic host 
Of all the wonders He has wrought, 
And in Him make my boast. 

3 My lips should swell with notes so sweet. 

That, with delighted ear. 
The tribes of heaven should stop their song, 
And rapture all appear. 
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4 The lowest deep should hear the sound 

Of Jesu's glorious name. 
And through created nature's bound 
I'd spread abroad His fame. 

5 Ves, blessed Lord, Thy precious name 

Should dwell upon my tongue. 
And Jesus and salvation be^ 
The theme of ev'fy song. J, HcUdane StevmrU 

HAPPY day that fixed my choice 
_ On Thee, my Saviour and my God, 
Well may this glowing heai't rejoice, 
And tell its raptures all abroad. 
[Happy day ! happy day ! 
When Jesus washed my sins awaj.] 
O happy bond that seals my vows 

To Pim who merits all my love ; 
-Let cheerful anthems fill His house. 
While to that sacred shrine I move. 
[Happy day ! &c.] 
'Tis done, the great transiaction's done, 

I am my Lord's, and He is mine ; 
He drew me, and I followed on. 
Glad to confess the voice divine. 
[Happy day ! &c.] 
Now rest, my long-divided heart, — 
Fixed on that blissful centre, rest ; 
With ashes who would grudge to part, 
When called on angek' food to feast T 

[Happy day 1 &c] Doddridge, 
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HELP us, Lord ; each hour of need 
_ Tliy heavenly succour give : 
Help us in thought, and word, and deed. 

Each hour on earth we live ! 
O help us when our spirits bleed 

With contrite anguish sore ; 
And when our hearts are cold and dead, 
O help us, Lord, the more ! 
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3 O help us, through the prayer of faith, 

More firmly to believe ; 
For still the more the servant hath 
The more shall he receive. 

4 O help us, Jesus, from on high ; 

We know no help but Thee ! 
O help us so to live and die 
As thine in heaven to be 1 Mihnan, 

£\C\ (^^^ Thy love, some gracious token 
\j\j \J Grant us, Lord, before we go ; 
P.M. Bless Thy word which has been spoken, 
Life and peace on all bestow. 
"When we join the world again. 
Let our hearts with Thee re;main. 
O direct us, 
And protect us. 
Till we gain the heavenly shore, 
Where Thy people want no more ! 

"^fX /^-^T i^ danger, oft in woe, 

I \J \J Onward, Christians, onward go ; 
7's. Fight the fight, maintain the strife. 

Strengthened with the bread of life. 
2 Let not sorrow dim your eye. 

Soon shall every tear be dry ; 

Let not fears your course impede, 

Great your strength, if great your need. 
'3 Onward, Christians, onward go, 

Join the war and face the foe ; 

Fight, nor think the battle long. 

Soon shall victory wake your song. 

4 Shrink not. Christians ; will ye yield ? 
Will ye quit the painful field ? 

See ! your Captam leads the way ; 
Onward, Christians ! win the day. 

5 Onward, then, to glory move, 

More than conquerors you shall prove ; 

Still through danger, toil, and woe, 

Chistian soldiers, onward go. ff. Kirke White. 
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HARVEST HYMN. 
RAISE, O praise our God and King ! 
Hymns of adoration sing ; 

For His mercies still endure, 
Ever faithful, ever sure. 

2 Praise Him that He made the sun 
Day by day his course to run ; 

3 And the silver moon by night. 
Shining with her gentle light ; 

4 Praise Him that He gave the rain 
To mature the swelling grain ; 

5 Arid hath bid the fruitful field 
Crops of precious increase yield ; 

6 Praise Him for our harvest-store — 
He hath filled the gamer-floor ; 

7 And for richer food than this. 
Pledge of everlasting bliss ; 

8 Glory to our'bounteous King ! 
Glory let creation sing ! 

Glory to the Father, Son, 
And blest Spirit, Three in One! 

Rev. Sir H, Baker. 



For His, &C. 
For His, &C. 
For liis, &C. 
For His, &C. 
For His, &c 
For His, &C. 
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RAYER is the soul's sincere desire, 
_ Uttered or unexpressed ; 
The motion of a hidden fire 
That trembles in the breast 



2 Prayer is the Christian's vital breath. 

The Christian's native air, 
His watchword at the gates of death ; 
He enters heaven with prayer. 
\ ... 

3 Prayer is the contnte smners voice. 

Returning from his ways ; 
While angels in their songs rejoice. 
And cry " Behold, he prays I " 
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4 Nor prayer is made on earth alone : 

The Holy Spirit pleads ; 
And Jesus, on th' eternal throne, 
For mourners intercedes. 

5 O Thou, by whom we come to God, 

The Life, the Truth, the Way ! 
The path of prayer Thyself hast trod ; 
Lord, teaoi us how to pray, J. Montgomery, 

fH Q "13 EMARK with awe the narrow bounds 
/ O Xv Of the revolving year ! 
c. M. How swift the weeks complete their rounds ! 
How short the months appear ! 

2 So fast eternity comes on. 

And that important day, 
When all that mortal life has done, 
God*s judgment shall survey. 

3 Waken, O God ! each trifling heart 

Its great concern to see ; 
That sdl may act the Christian part, 
And give the year to Thee. 

4 So shall their course more grateful roll 

If future years arise ; 
Or this shall bear the willing soul 
To joy which never dies. Doddridge, 

^ /I TD ETURN, (D wanderer, to thy home, 
I 4t Iv Thy Father calls for thee ; 
CM. No longer now an exile roam, 
In gmlt and misery. 

2 Return, O wanderer, to thy home, 

'Tis Jesus calls for thee ; 
The Spirit and the Bride say. Come, 
Oh, now for refuge flee. 

3 Return, O wanderer, to thy home, 

'Tis madness to delay ; 
There are nb pardons in the tomb. 

And brief is mercy's day. T, Hastings, 
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"M f^ "D I^E on ! ride on in majesty ! 
/ O JLv In lowly pomp ride on to die ! 
L. M. O Christ ! Thy triumphs novir begin 
O'er captive death and conquered sin. 

2 Ride on ! ride on in majesty ! 

' The wingM squadrons of the sky 
Look down with sad and wondering eyes. 
To see th' approaching Sacrifice ! 

3 Ride *on ! ride on in majesty ! 
Thy last and fiercest strife is n^gh ; 
The Father, on His sapphire throa^i 
Expects His own anointed Son, 

4 Ride on ! ride on in majesty ! 
In lowly pomp ride on to die ! 
Bow Thy meek head to mortal pain, 
Then take, O God, Thy power, and reign ! 

Dean Miiman, 



VA "pOCKofAges! cleft fon me, 
/ U JLv Let me hide myself in Thee ; 
6.7's. Let the water and the bk>od. 

From Thy riven side which flopped. 

Be of sin the double cure ; 

Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

2 Not the labour of my hands 
Can fulfil Thy law*s demands ; 
Could my zeal no respite know, 
Could my tears for ever flow, 
All for sin could not atone ; 
Thou must save, and Thou alonci. 

3 Nothing in my hand I bring ; 
Simply to Thy cross I cling ; 
Naked, come to Thee for dress ; 
Helpless, look to Thee for grace ;; 
Foul, I to the fountain fly ; 
Wash me. Saviour, or I die ! 
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4 While I draw this fleeting breath, 
When my eyelids close in death, 
When I soar to worlds unknown. 
See Thee on Thy judgment-throne : — 
Rock of Ages ! cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee. Toplady, 

SAVIOUR, breathe an evening blesang, 
Ere repose our spirits seal ; 
Sin and want we come confessing, 

Thou canst save, and Thou canst heaL 
Though destruction walk around us. 

Though the arrows past us fly, 
Angel-guards from Thee surround us ; 

We are safe if Thou art nigh. 
Though the night be dark and dreary, 

Darkness cannot hide from Thee ; 
Thou art He who, never weary, 

Watchest where Thy people be. 
Should swift death this night overtake us, 

And our couch become our tomb ; 
May the mom in heaven awake us. 

Clad in light and deathless bloom. Edmiestotu 

SPIRIT Divine ! attend our prayer. 
And make this house Thy home ; 
Descend with all Thy gracious power, 
O come, great Spirit, come ! 

Come as the lights — to us reveal 

Our emptiness and woe ; 
And lead us in those paths of life 

Where all the righteous go. 
Come as the^r^, — and purge our hearts 

Like sacrificial flame ; 
L>et our whole souls an offering be 

To our Redeemer's name. 
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4 Come as the dew^ — and sweetly bless 
This consecrated hour; 
May barren minds be taught to own 
Thy fertilizing power; 
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5 Come as the dove^ — and spread Thy wings. 
The wings of peaceful love ; 
And let the Church on earth become 
Blest as the Church above. Ryl^s CoU. 

iy Q C* UN of my soul ! thou Saviour dear, 
f \j ^ It is not night if Thou be near : 
L.M. Oh, may no earth-bom cloud arise, 

To hide Thee from Thy servant's eyes ! 

2 When the soft dews of kindly sleep 
My weaHed eyelids gently steep, 

Be my last thought, how sweet to rest 
For ever on my Saviour's breast ! 

3 Abide with me from mom till eve. 
For without Thee I cannot live : 
Abide with me when night is nigh, 
For without Thee I cannot die. 

4 Watch by the sick ; enrich the poor 
With blessings from Thy boundless store ; 
Be every mourner's sleep to-night, 

Like infant's slumbers, pure and light. 

5 Come near and bless us when we wake, 
Ere through the world our way we take ; 
Till, in the ocean of Thy love, 

We lose ourselves in heaven above. Rev, y, JCd4c 

Q/\ O WEET the moments, rich in blessing, 
OU O Which before the cross I spend : 
8.7's. Life, and health, and peace possessing. 
From the sinner's dying Friend : 
Here I'll sit for ever viewing 

Mercy's streams in streams of blood : 
Precious drops, my soul bedewing. 
Plead and claim my peace with God. 
2 Tmly blessed is this station, 
- Low before His cross to he. 
While I see Divine compassion 
Beaming from His pitying- eye : 
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Here it is I find my heaven, 

While upon the Lamb I gaze : 
Love I much ? I've much forgiven. 

All I have- is from His grace ! 
3 Love and grief my heart dividing, 

Gaziilg here I'd spend my breath ; 
Constant still in faitn abiding, 

Life deriving from His death. 
Lord, in ceaseless contemplation 

Fix my heart and eyes on Thine, 
Till I taste Thy whole salvation, 

Where unveiled Thy glories shine ! Batty, 

Ql nPHAT day of wrath, that dreadful day, 
O X X When heaven and earth shall pass away : 
L.M. What power shall be the sinner's stay? 
How shall he meet that dreadful day ? 

2 When shrivelling like a parched scroll, 
The flaming heavens together roll ; 
When louder yet, and yet more dread, * 
The trumpet sounds that wakes the dead. 

3 Oh, on that day, that wrathful day. 
When man to judgment wakes from clay; 
Be Thou, O Christ, the sinner's stay. 

When heaven and earth shall pass away. W, Scott. 

Q^ npHE billows swell, the winds are high, 
0/«w X Clouds overcast the threat'ning sky, 
L M. Out of the depths to Thee we call ; 

Our fears are great, our strength is smalL 

2 O Lord, the pilot's part perform, 

And guide and guard us through the storm, 
Defend us from each threat'ning ill. 
Control the waves, say, "Peace, be still !" 

3 Amidst the roaring of the sea, 

Our souls still hang their hope on Thee ; 
Thy constant love and faithful care. 
Support, and save us from despair. 
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4 Though tempest-tossed and half a wreck. 
My Saviour through the floods I seek; 
Let neither winds nor stormy main 
Force back my shattered bark again. Cowper. 

Q Q T^HE Lord my pasture shall prepare, 

O O J. And feed me with a shepherd s carc«; 

6.8's. His presence shall my wants supply, 

And guard me with a watchful eye ; 

My noon-day walks He shall attend. 

And all my midnight hours defend. 

2 When in the sultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirsty mountain pant. 
To fertile vales, and dewy meads, 
My weary, wand'ring steps He leads, 
"Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amid the verdant landscape flow. 

3 Though in the paths of death I tread, 
With gloomy horrors overspread, 
My steadfast heart shall fear no ill. 
For Thou, O Lord, art with me still ; 
Thy rod and staff shall give me aid, 

And guide me through the dreadful shade. 

Addison, 

O A T^HERE is a book, who runs may read, 
O j: i Which heavenly truth imparts ; 
CM. And all the lore its scholars need. 
Pure eyes and Christian hearts, 

2 The works of God, above, below. 

Within us and around, 
Are pages in that book, to show 
. How God himself is found. 

3 The glorious sky, embracing all, 

Is like the Maker's love, 
Wherewith encompassed, great and small 
In peace and order move. 
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4 The dew of heaven is like Thy grace, 

It steals in silence down, r 
But, where it lights, the favoured plaice 
By richest fruit is known. 

5 Thou, who hast given me eyes to see. . 

And love this sight so fair, 
Give me a heart to find out Thee, 

And read Thee everywhere. Keble. 

Q ^ 'Ti^HERE is a fountain filled with blood, 
\Jtj \_ Drawn from Immanuel's veins ; 
CM. And sinners, plunged beneath that flood* 
Lose all their guilty stains. 
. 2 The dying thief rejoiced to see 
That fountain in his day ; 
And there would I, though vile as he. 
Wash all my sins away. 

3 Dear dying Lamb ! Thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransomed church of God 
Be saved, to sin no more. 

4 E'er since by faith I safv^ the stream 

Thy flowing wounds supply, 
Redeeming love has been my theme. 
And sh^ be till I die. 

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter song 

I'll sing Thy power to save. 
When this poor lisping, stammering tongue 
Lies silent in the grave. C<nvper, 

O O 'T^HOU Lord of mercy and of might, 
OU X My trembling heart behold, 
CM. And give Thy Spirit's living light 
To search its inmost fold. 
2 Against this heart's presumptuous sins 
I fly to faith and prayer ; 
But where the Tempter's art begins, 
^ Oh I save me, save me, there. 
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3 Teach me to shun the first dark thought, 

The wandering of the will ; 
Oh, keep the soul Thy blood has bought, 
And let me serve Thee still. 

4 When dreams of folly cloud my mind. 

And prompt to sins unknown, 
The dream dissolve, the chain unbind, 
And make me all Thine own. J)r, Croly. 

Qyy'T^HROUGH the day Thy love hath spared us, 
O I X ■ Now we lay us down to rest ; 
8. 7*s. Through the silent watches guard us ; 
Let no foe our peace molest ; 
Jesus, Thou our guardian be ; 
Sweet it is to trust in thee. 
2 Pilgrims here on «arth, and strangers. 
Dwelling in the midst of foes ; 
Us and ours preserve from dangers ; 

In Thy arms may we repose ; 
And, when life's short day is past. 
Rest with Thee in heaven at last, Kelly, 



88T 



HROUGH the love of God our Saviour, 
_ All wiU be well; 

Free and changeless is His favour ; 

All, aUisweU. 
Precious is the blood that healed us ; 
Perfect is the grace that sealed us ; 
Strong the hand stretched out to shield us ; — 

All must be well ! \ 

2 Though we pass through tribulation, 

All will be weU ; 
Ours is such a full salvation, 

All, aU is welL 
Hapjw, if in God confiding. 
Fruitful, if in Christ abiding. 
Holy, through the Spirit's guiding. 

All must be well I 
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3 'We expect a bright to-morrow, — 

All will be well ; 
Faith can sing through days of sorrow, 

All, all is well. 
On our Father's love relying, 
Jesus every need supplying, 
Or in living or in dying, 

AH must be well ! Borwly, 

Q{^ npHY way, not mine, O Lord, 
rJty X However dark it be ! 
6's. Lead me by Thine own hand, 
Choose out the path for me. 

2 Smooth let it be, or rough. 

It will be still the best ; 
Winding or straight, it leads 
Right onward to Thy rest. 

3 I dare not choose my lot, — 

I would not, if I might ; 
Choose Thou for me, my God, 
So shall I walk aright. 

4 Choose Thou for me my friends, 

My sickness or my health ; 
Choose Thou my cares for me, 
My poverty or wealth. 

5 Not mine, not mine the choice. 

In things or great or smaU ; 
Be Thou my Guide, my Strength, 
My Wisdom, and my All. Dr, H. Bonar, 

Qrwnn 0-DAY the Saviour calls— ye wanderers come; 
C/ V/ i O ye benighted souls, no longer roam. 
6.4's. To day the Saviour calls — O hear Him now j 
Within these sacred walls to Jesus bow. 

3 To-day the Saviour calls — for refuge fly ; 
The storm of justice falls, and death is nigh. 

4 The Spirit calls to-day— yield to His power ; 

• griere Him not away ! — 'tis Mercy's hour. H[asHngs, 
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Q 1 T T WELCOME days of sokmn meeting » 
\j X. V V Welcome days of praise and prayer I 
8. 7's. Far firom earthly scenes retreating, 
In your blessings we would shsu'e. 

2 Be Thou near us, blessed Saviour ; 

Still at mom and eve. the same \ 
Give us faith that cannot waver ; 
Kindle in us heaven*s own flame. 

3 When the fervent piavet is. glowingj 

Holy Spirit, hear that player ; 
When the song of praise i9 iiowingv. 
Let that song Thine impcesa bear. 

4 Lord, thy Spirit cast upon us^ 

Mightily increase its power ; 
Grant some sinaer, here among us^ 

May be saved this present hour. Ck, Fsai, 

f\Q\ T T /"HAT sinners value, I resign j 

\j fC VV Lord, 'tis enough that Thou aft mine; 

L. M. I shall behold Thy blissful face, 

And stand complete in righteousness, 

2 This life's a dream — an empty show j 
But that bright world to which I go 
Hath joys substantial and sincere, — 
When shall I wake and find me there ? 

3 O glorious hour ! O blest abode ! 
I shall be near and like my God ; 
And flesh and sin no more control 
The sacred pleasures of the soul. 

4 My flesh shall slumber in the ground. 
Till the last trumpet's joyful sound ; 
Then burst its chains with glad surprise, 

And in my Saviour's image rise. Wlaits. 

n O ^ X THEN on Sinai's top I see 
yO VV God descend h 



m majesty, 
7's. To proclaim His holy law, 
All my spirit sinks with awe. 
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2 When in ecstasy sublime 
Tabor's glorious steep I climb, 
At the too-transporting light, 
Darkness rushes o'er my sight ! 

3 When on Calvary I rest, 
God, in flesh made manifest. 
Shines in my Redeemer's face, 
Full of beauty, truth, and grace ! 

4 Here I yroald for ever stay. 
Weep, and gaze my soul away ; 
Thou art heaven and earth to mfC — 
Lovely, mournful Calvary \ J-, Montgemery, 

X\/i \\ THEN our heads are bowed with woe, 
y 41: VV When our bitter tears o'crflow, 
7's. When we mourn the lost, the dear, 
Jesus, loving Saviour, hear ! 

2 Thou our throbbing flesh hast worn. 
Thou our mortal griefs hast borne 5 
Thou hast shed mt human tear, 
Jesus, loving Saviour, hear ! 

3 Thou hast bowed the dying head, 
Thou the blood of life hast shed; 
Thou hast filled a mortal bier : 
Jesus, loving Saviour, hear ! 

4 When the heart is sad within, 
With the thought of all its sin ; 
When the spirit shrinks with fear, 
Jesus, loving Saviour, hear ! 

5 Thou the shame, the grief hast known, 
Though the sins were not Thine own ; 
Thou hast deigned our load to bear, 

Jesus, loving Saviour, hear ! Dean Milman, 

QK '\ T 7HILE passing through this wilderness, 
^O VV Full of temptations and distress, 
Lm. What comfort does the thought afford, 
** Our steps are ordered by the Lord 1 ** 
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2 Though disappointments oft abound, 
And sorrows may our souls surround. 
We gain relief from this sweet word, 

** Our steps are ordered by the Lord !" 

3 Though Jesus sometimes hides His face, 
And darkness overspreads our ways ; 
Oh ! *tis a sweet, refreshing word, 

" Our steps are ordered by the Lord !" 

4 Soon shall we reach that land of joy, 
Where pleasures are without alloy. 
And there with gratitude record, 

** Our steps are ordered by the Lord." Ch. FsaL 

C\C^ T T 7HY sinks my weak desponding mind, 
y v) VV Why heaves my heart the anxious sigh? 
L.M. Can sovereign goodness be unkind, 
Am I not safe if God is nigh ? 
2 My God, if Thou art mine indeed. 

Then I have all my heart can crave ; 
A present Help in time of need, 
btill kind to hear, and strong to save. SUeU, 
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|1V A LITTLE ship was on the sea, 
' I /V. It was a pretty sight ; 
.M. It sailed along so pleasantly, 

And all was calm and bright. 

2 When lo ! a storm began to rise, 

The wind grew loud and strong ; 
It blew the clouds across the skies, 
And rolled the waves along. 

3 And all, but One, were sore afraid 

Of sinking in the deep ; 
His head was on a pillow laid. 
And He was fast asleep. 

4 ** Master ! we perish ! Master, save ! " 

They cried : — their Master heard : 
He rose, rebuked the wind and wave. 
And stilled them with a word. 

5 Oh ! well we know it was the Lord, 

Our Saviour and our Friend ; 
"Whose care for those who trust His word, 
Will never, never end. D. A, T, 

QO A ROUND the throne of God in heaven, 
^O /^ Thousands of children stand; 
CM. Children whose sins are all forgiven, [glory.] 

A holy happy band. [Singing glory, glory, 

2 In flowing robes of spotless white, 

See every one arrayed ! 
Dwelling in everlasting light. 
And joys that never fade. [Singing, &c.] 

3 What brought them to that world above — 

That heaven so bright and fair ; 
Where all is peace, and joy, and love — 
.How came those children there ? [Singing, &c] 
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4 Because the Saviour shed His blood. 

To wash away their sin ; 
Bathed in that pure and precious flood. 

Behold them white and clean. [Singing, &c, 

5 On earth they sought the Saviour's grace. 

On earth they loved His name ; 
And now they see His blessed face, 

And stand before the Lamb. [Singing, &c 

HoiUdUch, 
OO /CHRIST is merciful and mild ; 
\j\j V-^ He was once a little child ; 
7's. He whom heavenly hosts adore. 
Lived on earth among the poor. 

2 Every bird can build its nest ; 
Foxes have th^r place of rest ; 
He, by whom the world was made. 
Had not where to lay His head. 

3 He who is the Lord most high 
Then was poorer far than I, 
That I might hereafter be 

Rich to all eternity. Rd, Tr, Soc. 

1 (\(\ /'^OME to Jesus, little one, 
X vJ vJ V-^ Come to Jesas now ; 
7.5*s. Humbly at His gracious throne 
In submission bow. 
. 2 At His feet confess your sin ; 
Seek forgiveness there ; 
For His blood can make you clean, 
He will hear your pKqrcr. 

3 Seek His face without delay ; 

Give Him now your heart ; 
Tarry not, but \diilc you may. 
Choose the better part. 

4 Come to Jesus, little one, 

Come to Jesus now j 
Hambly at His gracious throne 
In submission bow. 



■ 



PENKY HYMN BOOK, 



55 



fW C^ ENTLE Jesus, meek and ran<\ 
.\JX Vjr Look iqjcm a Kttle chad ; 
7's. Pity my simplicity, 

Teach ihe, Lord, to come to Thee. 

2 Fain I would to Thee be brought, 
Lairib of God, forbid it not ; 

In the kingdom of Thy grace. 
Give a little child a place. 

3 Oh, supply my every want, 
Feed the young and tender plant ; 
Day and night my Keeper he, 

Every moment watch o er me. C. Wesley, 
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GOD intrusts to aU, 
Talents few cwr many ; 
None so young and small,, 
That they have not any. 
Though the great and wise 
Have a greater number. 
Yet my one I, prize. 

And it must not slumber. 

2 Every little mite. 

Every little measure. 
Helps to spread the light. 

Helps to swell the treasure. 
Little drops of rain 

Bring the springing flowers j 
And I may attain 

Much by little powers. 

3 God intrusts to all. 

Talents ffew or many ; 
None so young and small» 

That they have not any. 
God will surely ask. 

Ere I enter heaven. 
Have I done the task 

.Which to me was given ? Edmeston, 
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1 /\ Q f^ OD is in heaven ! Can He hear 
X vJ O V-T A little prayer like mine ? 
c. M. Yes, thoughtful child, thou need'st not fear, 
He listeneth to thine. 

2 God is in heaven ! Can He see 

When I am doing wrong ? 
Yes, that He can ; He looks at thee 
All day and all night long. 

3 Grod is in heaven ! Would He know, 

IflshoUdtellalie? 
Yes ; though thou said'st it very low, 
He*d hear it in the sky. 

4 God is in heaven ! Does He care, 

Or is He good to me ? 
Yes ; all thou hast to eat or wear, 
'Tis God that gives it thee. 

5 God is in heaven ! May I pray 

To go there when I die ? 
Yes ; love Him, seek Him, and one day, 
He*ll call thee to the sky. 

1 /\ i T T ERE we suffer grief and pain ; 
XvJ~l: JlI Here we meet to part again ; 
7.7.6. In heaven we part no more. 
Oh! that will be joyful, 
When we meet to part no more ! 

2 All who love the Lord below, 
When they die to heaven will go, 

And sing with saints above. 
Oh ! that, &c. 

3 Little children will be there, 

Who have sought the Lord by prayer, 
From every Sunday school. 
Oh I that, &c 

4 Teachers, too, shall meet above. 
Pastors, parents, whom we love, 

Shall meet to part no more. 
Oh ! that, &c 
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5 Oh ! how happy we shall be. 
For our Saviour we shall see, 

Exalted on His throne. 
Oh ! that, &c. 

6 There we all shall sing with joy, 
And eternity employ 

In praising Christ the Lord, 

Oh ! that will be joyful, &c Atum, 

\C\K T THANK Thee, Lord, for ^uiet rest, 
LLF t^ X And for Thy care of me ; 
CM. O let me through this day be blest. 
And kept from harm by Thee. 
2 O take my naughty heart away. 
And make me dean and good ; 
Lord Jesus, save my soul, I pray. 
And wash me in Thy blood ! 

1 n A T '^^^NK when I read that sweet story of old, 
JLvJlJ X When Jesus was here among men ; [fold, 

P.M. How He called little children as lambs to His 

I should like to have been with them then. 
I wish that His hands had been placed on my head, 

That His arm had been thrown around me ; 
And that I might have seen His kind look when He 

"Let the litUe ones come unto me." [said 

2 Yet still to His footstool in prayer I may go, 

And ask for a share of His love ; 
And if I thus earnestly seek Him below, 

I shall see Him and hear Him above ; 
In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare. 

For all who are washed and forgiven ; 
And many dear children are gathering there, 

* * For of such is the kingdom of heaven. " Mrs. Xjuke, 



1 n ^ T 'M a little pilgrim 



_ _ _ And a stranger here, 
6.5's. ' Though the world is pleasant, 
Sin is always near. 
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2 Mine's a better cxHintry, 

Where there is no sin, 
Where the tones of sorrow 
Never enter in. 

3 But a little pilgrim 

Must have garments clean, 
If he'd wear the "white robes. 
And with Christ be seen, 

4 Jesus, cleanse and save me. 

Teach me to obey ; 
Holy Spirit, guide me 
On my heavenly way* 

5 I*m a little pilgrim. 

And a stranger here^ 
But my home in heaven 

Cometh ever near. Curwm, 



1 AQ T ^SUS, high in glory, 
X Vf O I Lend a listening ear ; 
6.5. •^ When we bow before [Thee^ 

Children's praises hear. 

2 Though Thou art so h6ly, 

Heaven's Almighty King, 
Thou wilt stoop to listen. 
When Thy praise we sing; 

3 We are little children, 

Weak and apt to stray ; 
Saviour, guide oiid keep us 
In the heavenly way. 

4 Save us, Lord, from sinning ; 

Watch us day by day ; 
Help us now to love Thee ; 
Take our sins away : 

5 Then J when Jesus calls us 

To our heavenly home, 
We \^'ill gladly answer, 
*' Saviour, Lord, we come." America* 
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pw Q T ESUS, when He left the sky, 
L/ \j I And for sinners came to die^ 
7. 7. 5. In His mercy passed not by 
Little ones like me. 
2, Mothers then the Saviour sought 
In the places where He taught, 
And to Him their children brought, 
• Little ones like me. 

3 Did the Saviour say them nay ? 
No, He kindly bid them stay, 
Suffered none to turn away 

Little ones like me. 

4 'Twas for them His life He gave. 
To redeem them from the grave — 
Jesus died from hell to save 

Little ones like me. 

5 Children, thqn, should love Him now, 
Strive His holy will to do. 

Pray to Him, and praise Him too — 
Little ones like me. 



1 /\ T ITTLE drops of water, 

.XVy ' J 4 Little grains of sand, 

6.5. Make the mi^ty ocean. 

And the pleasant land. 
2 Thus the little minutes. 
Humble though they be. 
Make the mighty age& 
Of Eternity. 
5 Thus our little error* 
Lead the soul away 
From the path of virtue. 
Far in sin to stray. 
4 Little deeds of kindness. 
Little words of love, 
Make our earth an Eden, 

Like the Heaven above. Jiw, Miss, Mag. 
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mT ORD JESUS, teach me how to pray,— 
I . I humbly kneel to Thee,— 
CM. And every night and every day 
My Friend and Saviour be. 

2 Whilst here I live, oh, live with me ! 
And when I'm called to die. 
Take up my soul to dwell with Thee, 
And sing Thy praise on high ! 

S. S, U, Hymn Book 

I 

1 1 Q A yr AKER of all things, Author of light, 
X X /^ iVl King above all kings, matchless in might 
9.9.9.8. Be ever near us, teach us Thy way, 

Hear us ! oh, hear us ! when we pray. 

2 Mercies unceasing, flow unto us ; 

Praises and blessings we offer thus : 
Be ever near us, &c. 

3 On Thee depeiiding, grant us to be. 

In bliss unending. Father, with Thee. 
Be ever near us, &c. 

1 1 Q IV yr ORN amid the mountains, lovely solitude! 
JL X O iV± Gushing streams and fountains, murmui 
6.5V "God is good." 

2 Now the glad sun breaking, pours a golden flood 
Deepest vales awaking, echo "God is good." 

3 Hymns of praise are ringing, through the leaij 

wood ; 
Songsters, sweetly singing, warble **God ii 
good." 

4 Wake, and join the chorus, man with sot 

endued ; 
He whose smile is o'er us, God, our God,i 
good. 
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1 A r^ LITTLE child, lie still and sleep ; 
. JL 41: v^ Jesus is near, 

P. M. Thou need'st not fear ; 

No one need fear whom God doth keep, 

By day or night ; 
Then lay thee down in slumber deep 
Till morning light. 



I 1 K C\ '^y^'^y ^-' ^- T'^^^'^y^' 



_ Might the Holy Scriptures know 
7's. From my early infancy. 

Till for God mature I grow, 
Made unto salvation wise, 
Ready for the glorious prize. 

2 Jesus, all-redeeming Lord, 

Full of truth and full of grace. 
Make me imderstand Thy Word ; 
Teach me in my youthful da)rs, 
"Wonders in Thy Word to see, 
Wise through faith which is in Thee. WesUy, 
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EE the good Shepherd, Jesus, stands, 

And calls His sheep by name ; 

Gathers the feeble in His arms, 
And feeds each tender lamb. 

2 He leads them to the gentle stream, 

Where living water flows ; 
And guides them to the verdant fields 
Where sweetest herbage grows. 

3 The weakest lambs amidst the flock 

His tender mercies share ; 
While folded in our Saviour's arms, 
We're free from ev'ry snare. 

4 Thus may we safely venture through. 

Beneath our Shepherd's care, 
And keep the gates of heaven in view. 
Till we shall enter there. Anon, 
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m'T^HE daylight fades, the evening shades 
X Are gathering round my head ; 
4.4.6. Father above, I praise that love, 

Which smoothes and guards my bed. 

2 While Thou art near, I need not fear 

The gloom of midnight hour ; 
Blest Jesus, still from every ill 
Defend me with Thy power ! 

3 Pardon my sin, and enter in 

And sanctify my heart ; 
Spirit divine. Oh make me Thine, 
And ne'er from me depart ! 

1 1 O 'T*HE morning bright, with rosy light, 
X X O X Has waked me from my sleep I 
4.4.6. Father, I own Thy love alone 
Thy little one doth keep. 

2 All through the day, I humbly pray. 

Be Thou my guard and guide ! 
My sins forgive, and let me live^ 
Blest Jesus, near Thy side ! 

3 O make Thy rest, within my breast^ 

Great Si)irit of all grace ! 
Make me like Thee, then I shall be 
Prepared to see Thy face ! M. L, Duncan. 

110 nTHERE is a happy land, 
X X t/ X Far, far away ; 
P.M. Where saints in glory stand, 
Bright, bright as day. 
Oh, how they sweetly sing, 
Worthy is our Saviour Kingf . 
Loud let His praises ring — 
Praise, praise for aye. 
2 Come to this happy land, 
Come, come away ; 
Why will ye doubting stand. 
Why still delay? 
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O, we shall happy be, 
When from sin and sorrow freei 
Lord, we shall live with Thee^ 
Blest, blfist for aye. 



A, Young. 



1 O A T*^ *y fether and thy mother 
\.f^\J X Honour, love, and rev'rence pay ; 
8. 7. This command, before all other, ' 
Must a Christian child obey. 

2 Jesus Chiist, my Lord, fidfiiled it^ 

In His home at Nazareth ; 
So His heavenly Father willed it, 
While a child He dwelt beneath. 

3 Hielp me. Lord, in this sweet duty, 

Guide nae in Thy st^>s divine^ 
Show me all the joy and beauty 
Oi obedience such as Thine. 

4 Teach me how to please and gladdea 

Those who toil and care for me ; 
Many a grief their heart mu§t sadden, — 
Let me still their comfort be ! 
5, Then, when years are gathering o*«r them, 
When they're sleeping in the grave, 
Sweet will seem the love \ bore them, 
Right, the rev'rence which I gave. 



131 

6's&8's. 



I 



WHEN little Samuel woke, 
And heard his Maker's voioe^ 
At every word God spoke 

How much did he rejoice ! 
O happy, blessed child, to find 
The Lord of heaven so near and kind ! 
If God would speak to me, 

And say He was my friend, 
How Jiappy I should be ! 

O how would I attend I 
The smallest sin I then should fear,, 
If God Almighty were so near. 
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3 And does He never speak ? 

O yes ; for in His Word 
He bids me come and seek 

The God that Samuel heard : 
In almost every page I see 
The God of Samuel caUs to me. 

4 Like Samuel, let me say, 

Whene'er I read Thy Word, 
•* Speak, Lord, I would obey 

The voice that I have heani." 
And, when I in Thy house appear, 
** Speak, for Thy servant waits to hear." 

Tayhr, 

GRACE BEFORE MEALS. 
1 QQ Ti^ present at our table, Lord ; 
X/^/^ 13 Be here and everywhere adored ; 
L.M. These creatures bless, and grant that we 
May feast in Paradise with Thee. 
1 O Q npHY blessing with this food, 
X/^O X Most humbly we implore ; 
S.M. Give us to taste immortal good, 
Nor thirst, nor hunger, more. 

% Montgomery, 
•* AFTER MEALS. 

1 O /I \ X 7^ i^zx^i Thee, Lord, for this our food ; 
X/^^ V V But, more than all, for Jesu's blood. 
L.M. Let manna to our souls be given. 

The bread of life sent down from heaven. 

"I Q K T 1 7HILE by Thy bounty fed, 
1-/CO V V Our souls would live in Thee ; 
s.M. Lord ! evermore give us that bread 
Which lasts eternally. 

DOXOLOGY. 
1 ft T^ RAISE God, from whom all blessings flow ; 
A./CyJ JL Praise Him, all creatures here below; 
L M. Praise Him above, ye heavenly host ; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost 
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